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OIIAPTEIl V.
was Sunday, nnd n clear, frosty

morning of midwinter. Trovo Imd
risen early and was walking out
on n long plko that divided the

vlllago of Hillsborough nnd cut the
wasto of snow, winding ov8r hllU and
dipping Into valleys, from Lake Cham-plai- n

to Lnko Ontario. Tho nlr was
cold, but full of magic sundre. All
things wero aglow tho frosty road
way, tho whlto Holds, tho hoary forest
nnd tho mind of tho beholder. Trovo
baited, looking off nt tho far hills.
Then ho heard a step behind him nnd,
as ho turned, saw a tall man approach-
ing nt a quick pneo. Tho latter had no
overcoat A knit muffler covered his
throat, and a satchel hung from a
strap on his shoulder.

"What ho, boyl" said he, shivering.
" Til follow thoo n month, devlso with
theo whero thou shalt rest that thou
nmy'st hear of us an' wo o theo. What
o' thy pooplo an' tho filly?"

"All well," said Trove, who was
to seo tho clock tinker, of whom

'ho had thought often. "And what of
you?"

"Llko an old clock, sor a wenk
spring an' a bit flow. But, pralso
God, I'vo yot a merry gong In me. An'
what think you, sor, I've traveled sixty
miles nn' tinkered forty clocks In tho
week gono."

"I think you yoursolf will need tink-
ering."

"Ah, but I thank tho good God hero Is
mo home," tho old man remarked
wearily.

"I'm going to school 'bore," said
Trovo, "and hopo I may seo you often."

"Indeed, boy, wo'll havo many a
blessed hour," said tho tinker. "Como
to mo shop; wo'll talk, meditate, ex-
plore, an' I'll seo what o'clock It Is lu
thy country."

They wero now In tho vlllago, and,
halfway down Its uinlu thoroughfare,
wont up a street of gloom nnd narrow
ncss between dingy workshops. At
ono of them, shaky aud gray with tho
stain of years, thoy halted. The two
lower windows In front wero dim with
dirt and cobwobs. A board nbovo
them was tho rude sign of Sam Has-eet- t,

enrponter. On tho side of tho old
shop was n lllght of sagging, rickety
stairs. At tho height of n man's head
an old brass dial was nailed to the
grny boards. Houghly lettered lu lamp-
black beneath It wero the words,
"Clocks Mended." Thoy climbed tho
shaky stairs to n landing, supported by
Jong braces, nnd whereon wns a broad
door with latch and koyholo In Its
weathered timber.

"All bow nt this door," said tho old
tinker as ho put his long Iron koy lu
tho lock. "It's respect for their own
heads, not for mine," he continued, his
hand on tho caves that overhung be-

low tho level of tho door top.
They entered a loft open to tho peak

and shingles, with a window In each
end. Clocks, dials, pendulums and tiny
cogwheels of wood nnd brass wore on
a long bench by tho street window.
Thereon also wero a Vlso nnd tools.
Tho room was" cleanly, with a crudo
uomollkcness about It. Chromos and
illustrated papers had been pasted on
tho rough board walls.

"On mo llfo, It Is cold," said tho tink-
er opening a small stovo and begin-
ning to whittle shavings. " 'Cold as a
dead man's nose.' Bo seated an' try-- try

to bo happy."
There were an old rocker aud two

small chairs In tho room.
"I do not feel tho cold," said Trove,

taking ono of them.
"Belike, good youth, thou hast tho

rose of summer iu thy cheeks," said
tho old man.

"And no need of nn overcoat," tho
boy nnswored, removing the ono ho
woro nnd passing It to tho tinker. "I
Wish you to keep It, sir."

"Wherefore, boy? 'Twould best
tervo mo on thy buck."

"Please take It," said Trove. "I can-b-

bear to think of you shivering In
the cold. Tnko It, nud. mnko me linn-iy.- "

"Well, If It kr-o- r me warm an' theo
floppy It will bo n won '.urful coat,"
Bald tho old man, wiping his gray
eyes.

t
,

Then ho roso and tilled the stovo with
wood and sat down, peering ut Trovo
between tho upper1 rim of his specta-
cles and tho feathery arches of silver-
ed hair upon his brows,

"Thy coat hath warmed me heart al
ready thanks to the good Oodl" said
ho fervently. "Why so kind?"

"If I am kind, It Is because I must
be," said tlio boy. "Who wero my fa-th-

and mothor I never know. If I
meet a man who Is In need I say to
myself, 'IIo may bo my father or my
brother; I must be good to bltn,' and If
It Is a woman 'I cannot help thinking
that maybo sho Is my mother or my
sister. So I should havo to be kind to
all tho-peo- In tho world If I wore to
meet them."

"Noble suspicion, by the faith o me
fathorsl" eald tho old man, thought
fully rubbing his long nose. "An have
ye thought further In the matter?
Have yo seen whlthor it goes?"

"I fear not"
"Well, sor, under the ancient law, ye

reap as ye have sown, but more abun-
dantly. I gave me coat to ono that need-
ed it more, an' by tho goodness o God
I havo reaped another an' two friends.
Hold to thy course, boy. Thou shalt
bare friends an' know U)olr,valuo. An'
then thou shalt say, 'I'll bo kind to this
man because ho may bo u friend,' an'
love shall lucreaso lu thoo an' around
theo nn' bring happiness."

Thero wns n moment of silence, bro-
ken by tho sound of a church boll,

"To thy prayers," said the clock
tinker, rising, "an' I'll to mlno. Dlno
with me at 0, good youth, an' all mo
retlnoo maids, wardors, grooms, at-
tendants ahull bo nt thy service."

"I'll be glad to como," said the boy,
mlllng at bis odd host
'An' see thou boat hunger."
"Good morning, Mr.-"- The bey beat
.' t
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"Darrel Itoderici: urtrrci," sum tuo
old man. "That's mo name, sor, an'
yo'll nnd mo hero nt tho Sign o' tho
Dial."

A wind enmo shrieking over tho hills,
nnd long beforo evening the little town
lay dusky lu a scud of snow mist. Tho
old stairs wero quivering lu tho storm
as Trovo climbed them.

"Welcome, good youth," said tho
clock tinker, shaking tho boy's hand ns
ho enmo In. "Ho, there, mo servltorsl
Let tho feast bo spread I" he called In
a loud voice, stepping quickly to tho
stovo mat ueia nn upper deck of wood,
whereon wero dishes. "Ulght Iland,
bring tho meat, an' Left Hand, tho s,

nn Quick Foot, glvo us thy help
here."

IIo suited his action to tho words,
placing n platter of ham and eggs In
tho center of a small tablo and sur-
rounding it with hot roast potatoes, a
pot of tea, now biscuit nnd n plato of
honey.

"Ho, Wit nnd Happiness, attend upon
us horol" said ho, making ready to sit
down.

Thon, as If ho had forgotten some-
thing, ho hurried to tho door nnd open-
ed It

"Care, thou skeloton, go hence, nnd
thou, Poverty, go also, nnd seo thou
return not boforo cockcrow," said ho
Imperatively.

"You havo many servants," said
Trovo.

"An how may one havo a castle
without servants? Forsooth, boy,
horses an' hounds nn' lords an' ladles
havo to bo attended to. But tho retlnoo
Is thnt run down yo'd think mo homo
n hospital. Wit Is a creeping dotard,
and Unpplncss Is In poor health an'
can barely drag himself to mo table,
an' Hopo Is a tippler, an' Itlght Hand Is
getting the pnlsy. Alack, mo best
servant loft mo a long tluio ago!"

"And who wns ho?"
"l'outh; lovely, beautiful Youth! But

let us bo happy. I would not havo
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"Ptcaio take it," tald Trove.

him back foolish, Inconstant Youth,
dreaming dreams an' seeing visions.
God lovo ye, boyl What Is thy dream?"

This rallying stylo of speech, In
which tho clock tinker Indulged so freo
ly, afforded bis young friend no little
amusement His tonguo had long
oboyed tho lilt of classic diction; his
thought camo easy In Elizabethan
phraso. Tho slight Celtic broguo served
to cuhnnco tho piquancy of his tnlk,
Moreover, ho was really a man of wit
and Imagination.

"Once," said tho boy, after n little
hesitation. "I thought I should try to
be a statesman, but now I am suro I
would rather wrlto books."

"An' what kind o' books, pray?"
"Tnlos."
"An' thy merchandise be truth, capi-

tal I" exclaimed tho tinker, "nast thou
an ear for tnlos?" ,

"I'm very fond of them."
"Mnrry, I'll tell theo a truo talo, not

for thy ear only, hut for thy soul, nn
somo day, boy, 'twill glvo theo occupa
tlon for thy wits."

"I'd lovo to hoar It," said tho boy.
Tho pondulums wero ever swinging,

ifke tho 'legs 'of a 'procession "trooping
through the loft somo with quick
stops, some with slow. Now enrao a
sound ns of drums beating. It was for
tho hour of 8, and whon It stopped tho
tinker began.

"Onco upon a time," said ho ns they
roso from tho tablo and the old man
went for his pipe "'twas long ago,
an' I bad thon tho rose o' youth upon
me a man was tempted o' the dovll
an' stolo monoy a largo sum un'
made oft with It Thoso hands o' mlno
used to servo him thoso days, au' I re-
member ho was a man comely an'
well sot up, an', I think, ho bad honor
an' a good heart In him."

Tho old man paused.
"I should not think It posslblo," said

Trove, who was at the age of certainty
In his opinions and had long been
trained to tho uncompromising thought
of tho Puritan. "A man who steals
can have no honor lu him."

"Ho,' Charity!" said tho clock tinker,
turning as If to address ono behind
blm. "Sweot Charity, attond upon this
boy. Mayhap, sir," ho continued moek-ly- ,

"God hath blessed me with llttlo
knowledge o' what is possible, hut I
speak of a tlmo boforo guilt bad so;ed
him.' He was officer of a great bank--let

us say lu Boston. Somo thought
him rich, but ho llvod high an' princely,
an' I take It, sor, bis Incomo was no
greater than bis needs. It was a proud
race he belonged to grand pooplo they
wero, all o' them, with bouses un'
lands an' many servauts. Ills wlfo
was dead, sor, an' ho'd ono child a
llttlo lad o' two years an' beautiful,
Ouo. day tlio boy went out with bis
nurse, au' whero farther nobody know.
He uover enmo back. Up an' down,
over an' across, (hoy looked for blm
night an' day, but wero no wiser. A
month went by an' not a sight or olgu
o' blm, art their hope failed. One day
the father ho got a note I remember
reading (tin the papers, aor ad' it was

Mil for ransom n.oaey-tQ0,uQ- 0,"

"Kidnaped!" Trove exclaimed, with
much Interest

"Ho wns, sor," tho clock tinker re-

sumed. "Tho father ho waB up to his
neck In trouble then, for ho wns unablo
to ralso tho money. IIo had quarreled
with nt older brother, whoso help
would hive been sufficient. Well. God
save us all, 'twas tho old story o' prldo
nn' bitterness! Ho sought no help o'
him. A year an' a half passes an' a
gusty night o' midwinter the bnnk
burns. Hooks, papers, everything Is
destroyed. Now tho poor tnnn has lost
his occupation, A week more nn his
good name Is gone. A month nti' ho's
homeless. A whisper goes down tho
long path o' gossip. Was ho n thief nn'
hnd ho burned tho records o' his crime?
Tho scene changes, an' let mo count tho
swift, relentless years."

Tho old innu paused, a moment, look-
ing up thoughtfully.

"Well, say ten or mnyhap n dozen
passed, or more or less It mnttcrs lit-

tle. Boy an tnnn, where wero they?
Oh, tho sad world, sort To all that
knew them they wero as people burled
in their grnves. Think o' this drown-
ing In tho flood o' years tlio stntcly
ships sunk nn' rotting In oblivion.
Somo word of It, sor, may well go Into
thy book."

Tho tinker paused n moment, light-
ing his pipe, nnd nftcr a puff or two
went on with tho talc.

"It Is n winter day In n great city.
Thero aro buildings an' crowds nn'
busy streets an' sleet in tho bitter
Wind. I am there, nn' mo path Is ono
o' many crossing onch other like well,
sor, like lines on n slate, If thou wcrt
to mako 10,000 o' them an' both
eyes shut. 1 am walking slowly, an'
lo, thero Is tho banker! I meet blm
faco to face an HI clad, haggard, cold,
forgotten crcnturo. I speak to him.

" 'Tho blessed Lord havo mercy on
thee, I said.

" 'For meeting thee?' said tho poor
man. 'Wlint Is thy namo?'

"'Roderick Darrel.'
"'An' I,' said ho sadly, 'am ono o'

tho lost lu hell. Art thou tho devil?'
" 'Nny, this hand o' mlno hath open-

ed thy door an' blacked thy boots for
thee often,' said I. 'Dost thou not re-

member?'
' 'Dimly. It was n long time ago,'

he nuswercd.
"Wo snld more, sor, but thnt Is no

part o' tho story. Very well! I went
with him to his lodgings a little cold
room In a garret an' there, alone with
me, ho gnvo nccouut of himself. IIo'
had shoveled an' dug an' lifted an' run
errands until Ills strength wns low an'
tho weight of Ills hand n burden. What
hopo for him? What way to earn a
living?

" 'Have courage, man,' I said to him.
'Thou shalt learn to mend clocks. It's
light nn' decent work, an' ono may llvo
by It an' seo much o' tho world.'

"Thero wns au old clock, sor, In a
heap o' rubbish that lay lu n corner. I
took It apart, and soon ho saw tho o

of each wheel un' pinion an' tho
Infirmity thnt stopped them an' tho
surgery to mako them sound. I tarried
long In the grent city, nn' every even-
ing wo were together In tho llttlo room.
I bought him a kit o' tools an' some
brnss, an wo would shatter tho clock-
works an' build them up again until
ho had skill, sor, to make or mend.

" 'Mo good friend,' said ho ono oven-fu- g

after we had been u long time nt
work, 'I wish thou couldst teach mo
how to mend a broken life. For God's
sake, help mo! I am fainting uudor a
great burden.'

" 'What can I do?' snld I to him.
"Then, sor, he went over his story

with me from beginning to end. It was
an Impressive, a sacred confidence.
Ah, boy, It would be dishonor to tell
theo his name but his story, that I
may tell thee, changing tho detail so
It may never add a straw to his bur-
den. I shall quote him lu substance
only an' follow the long habit o' mo
own tongue.

" 'Well, ye remember how me son
wbb taken.' snld he. 'I could not ralso
the ransom, try as I would. Now,
largo sums wero In mo keeping nn I

fell. I remember that 'day. Ah, man,
the dovll seemed to whisper to mo.
But, God forgive, It wns for lovo that
I fell. Llttlo by llttlo I began to tnke
tho monoy I must havo nn' cover Its
absence. I snld to meself, some time
I'll pay It luck thnt undent sophistry
o' the dovll. When mo thieving bad
gono far au' near Its goal the b.iuk
burned. As God's mo witness I'd no
hand In thnt I weighed tho chances
nn' oxpectod to go to prison well, say,
for ten years nt least. I must suffer In
order to save tho boy an' wns rendy
for tho sacrifice. Freo again, I would
uelp him to return tho money. That
burning o' 'tho records shut off the
prison, but opened tho tiro o' hull upon
me. Half a year had gono by an' not a
word from tho kidnapers. I took a
noto to tho placo appointed a hollow
log lu tho woods n bit oast of a cer
lain unugo on uie puuuc uiguwny
twenty miles out o' tho city but no
answor, not a word, not a line, up to
this moment Thoy must havo relin-
quished hopo an' put tho boy to death.

" 'In that old trunk thero under tho
bod Is a dusty, molding, cursod heap o'
monoy douo up lu brown paper an' tied
With a string. It Is $100,000 an' tho
price o' mo soul.'

"'An' thou In rags an' a garrot
said I.

"no drow out tho trunk an' showed
me the money, stacks of it, dirty an'
stinking o' damp mold.

" 'Thero It Is, said ho, 'every dollar I
stole Is thero. I brought It with me an'
over theso hundreds o' mllos I could
bear tbo tongue o' gossip. Every night
as I lay down I could hear the whis-
pering of all the people I ever know.
I could see them shake their beads.
Then camo this locket o' gold.'

"A beautiful, shiny thing it was, an'
he took out of it a little strand o' white
hair an' read theso words cut In the
gleaming csso:
"Here are silver and sold,
Ths ons for a day o ramembranca be-

tween thee an' dishonor,
The other for a day o' plenty between the

an' want.
"It was an odd thought an' worth

keeping, an' often I have repeated tho
words. Tho silvered hair,' that was for
remombranco, an' tho gold ho might
sell an' turn It Into a day o plenty.

" 'lu the locket was a letter,' said tho
poor man. 'Hero It Is.'.an' he held It in
tbo light o' the candle. 'See, It Is sign-
ed "Mother." '

"An' he read from tlio letter words o'
sorrow an' bitter shamo an' firm con-
fidence In bis honor.

" 'It ground me to the very dust' he
went on. 'I put the money In that
bundle, every dollar, I could not re-

turn It &.' o coaJna the disgrace o

her nn all tho rest I could not uso It
for if I lived In comfort they would
ask nil o' them whence camo his
monoy? For their sako I must walk
In poverty nil me days. An I went to
work nt heavy toll, Bor, as bocamo n
poor man. As God's mo Judge, I felt
a pride In rags an tlio horny hand "

Tho tinker paused n moment, la
which all tho pendulums seemed to
quicken pace, tick lapping upon tick,
as If trying to get nhend of each other.

"Think of It, boy," Dnrrel continued.
"A pride lu rags an' poverty. Bring
that Into thy book nn' let tliy best
thinking bear upon It Show us how
tmtcli an' tatter wero for the poor man
as badges of honor nn' success.

"'I thought to bum tho money,' mo
host went on. 'But no; thnt would
havo robbed mo o' ono great possibili-
ty that o' restoring It. Some tlmo,
when they wero dead, ma) be, an' I
could suffer alone, or when somo lucky
chance might como to me, I would re-

store tho money, but I could not find
tho owners of It Day an' night theso
stow nn' henvy years It has been here,
cursing nn' accusing me.

'"I IIo hero o' nights thinking. In
thnt heap o' money I seem lo henr tho
sighs nn' sobs o' the poor peoplo thnt
tolled to earn It I feel their sweat up-

on me, nn', God, this heart o' mlno Is
crowded to bursting with tho despair
o' hundreds I An', betimes I hear tho
cry o' murder In the cursed henp as If
thero wero soin'o had blood upon It
An' then I dream It has caught flro

mo, an' I am burning raw lu tho
flame.'

Tho tinker paused again, crossing tho
room and watching tho swing of n pen-
dulum.

"Boy, boy," said he, returning to his
chair, "think o' thnt complaining, Im-

movable heap lying thero llko tho blood
of n murder! An' thy reader must
feel tho toll an' sweat an' misery nn'
despnlr that Is In a groat sum, nn' how
It all presses on tho heart o' him that
gets It wrongfully.

" 'Well, sor,' tlio poor fellow contin-
ued, 'now an' then 1 met thoso hnd
known me, nn' reports o' me poverty
went home. An' thoso dear to mo sent
money, tho sight o' which filled mo
with n mighty sickness, nn' I sent It
back to them. Long ngo, thank God,
thoy ceased to think mo n thief, but
only crazy. Tell me, mnn, what shall
I do with the money? There be thoso
living I havo to consider, nn thoso dead
au' thoso unborn.'

" 'Hldo If said I, 'an' go to thy work,
an' God glvo thoo counsel.' "

Man aud boy roso from tho table and
drew up to tho llttlo stove.

"Now, boy." snld tho clock tinker,
caning toward him with knitted brows,

"consider this poor thief who suffered
so for his friends. Think o' theso good
words, 'Greater lovo hath no mnn than
tills, that ho lay down his llfo for his
friends.' If thou shouldst over wrlto
of It, thy problem will bo to reckon tho
good nn' evil an' glvo each n careful
estimate nn' him his proper rnnk."

"What n snd tale!" said tho boy
thoughtfully. "It's terrible to think ho
may bo my father. Please tell mo whon
wns tho boy taken."

"Tlmo or name or placo I cannot toll
theo Iet I betray him." said tho old
man. "Nolther Is necessary to thy
tale. Ketp It with thee awhile. Thou
art young yet nn' close limlioio. Walt
until ye sound tho fnrther deep. Then,
sor, write. If God glvo thoo power, nn'
thlnV chiefly o' them In peril nu nbout
to dash their feet upon tho stones."

For a moment the clocks' ticking
was llko the volco of ninny rlpplos
washing tho shore of the Infinite. A
now llfo had begun for Trovo, and
thoy were cutting It Into seconds. Ho
looked up at thorn und roso quickly
and stood n moment his thumb on tho
door latch. Outsldo thoy could hear
the rush and scatter of tho snow.

"Poor youthl" said tho old man.
"Thou hast no coat take mine. Tako
It I say. It will glvo thoo comfort an
mo happiness."

Ho would hoar no refusal, and again
tho coat changed owners, giving hap-
piness to tho old nnd comfort to tho
now.

Thon Trove wont down tho rickety
stairs and away In tho darkness.

TO HE C0NTINUED.

New Homes In tho West.
Over a million acres of land will be

thrown open to settlement on the Sho-
shone Indian Reservation August 15,
1000. These lands arc reached by the
direct route of the Chicago & North-
western R'y from Chicago, St. Paul,
Mlnneapolls,,Omaha and other points
In the Mississippi Valley. Send 2c in
stamps for pamphlets, maps and full
particulars to W. B. Knlskern, P. T.
M , O. & N. W. R'y Co., Chicago.

m

Low Priced Atlas.
An Atlas of the North-

west and the Orient for 11.00. The
Northern Pacific Railway company
will send an Atlas of the Northwest,
very complete In detail, to anyone up-

on receipt of price named.
This is a recent compilation, and

data, maps, illustrations, etc., are re
liable aud from best sources. Sent
prepaid on receipt of price.

A. M. Cleland, General Passenger
Agent, St. Paul, Minnesota.

m

Your Summer Vacation
can be pleasantly spent at Waukesha,
Waupaca, Flfleld, or at one of the
other hundred resorts reached via
Wisconsin Central Railway, Write
for beautifully illustrated Summer
Book, which tells you how, when and
where to go, and bow much It will
cost. Free on application to Jas. O.

Pond, G. P. A., Wisconsin Central
R'y, Milwaukee, Wis.

m

Yellowstone Park.
Have you seen one of those fine pan-

oramic views of Yellowstone National
Park? A relief map, In color, correct
In every detail, showing the exact
location of all points of Importance
In the Park. An available aid to the
tourist and of value to every home,
library, or school. Sent prepaid on
receipt of 35c.

A. M. Gi.ei.and, General Pasaenger
Agent, St. Paul, Minnesota,
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What's the good of keeping from him
Any Rood things you may see,

That will lift his load of labor
Like Rocky Mountain Tea.

GASiurrr Aybih.

PETER'S GREAT
CONFESSION

Sunday School Lesson lorJane 10,1906

Specially Prepared for ThU Piper.

4
LESSON TnXT.-M- att. I6.13-2S- ; Mem-

ory vernes 2), 25.
OOLDKN THXT. "Thou nrt tlio Christ

tlio Son of tho Living. Uoil "Mult 16 in
TIMU. Autumn A. D. 29, soon aftei

tlio liint losaon,
PI.ACK. About 25 miles northeast of

tho Sea of Galilee.
sciupTtmn m:Fi:m:Ncns.-rou- n.

dntlon Stories: (I l'et. 2.1-1- co 1 Cor
3:10-1- Uov. 21:19, 20; Inn, 2S:10, 17; l.ph
2:20, etc. Tho word "church": Mult
18:17: Acts 2:47; 6:11; 15:3, Horn. ICG, l.ph.
C Hob. 12.23; Hov. 2:1, etc. "Hndcs"
Acts 2.27, 31; Mike lfi.23, Matt. 11.23. Huv
1:18, etc. DIstliiRUliiIi It from "(lelionna";
Matt. C:22,Jns. 3.G, etc. Orosa-bcurln-

Mntt. 10.38, 39; Gal. C.14; Hob. 12.2, Horn
G 0; Oaf. 2.3), etc
Comment nnd Suggestive Thought.

V. 13. "When Jesus camo." When lu
his Journoylng In northern Palestine
ho reached this point. Where ho came
from, Is not stated. "Tho coasts'
("parts"). Tho nenr villages, "Asked
his disciples." When ho was wnlk
Ing with them nftcr u season or prayer
(Luko 0:18).

V. 14. "Some say . . . John tho L'ap-tls- t"

Horod, probably also his court,
held this opinion. "Some Ellas." Eli-
jah had been translated (2 Kings 2:
11), nnd there was nmong tho Jews
nn expectation, founded on tho proph-
ecy or Mai. 4:6, that ho would return.
"Jcremlas." Jeremiah. "Ono of the
prophets." Somo other ono or tho an-tle- nt

prophets.
4At. IE. "Whom say yo?" Tho empha-

sis should ho placed on yo. What
others think or Chrjst Is n matter of
llttlo moment to us, compared with our
own opinion of him.

V. 1(J. "Simon Peter nnsworod." He,
ns tho most rendy speaker or tho com-
pany, spoko for nil. "Thou art the
Christ." Ho declares tho firm convic-
tion that Jesus Is Indeed the Anoint-
ed Ono. promised by God. "Christ" Is
tho Greok term, "Messiah," the He-bro- w

word: both meaning "Anoint-
ed." "The Son." Not merely a son,
n member or tho humnn race, but the
Son the true Son a corresponding ex-
actly In character with tho Father;
one with God.

V. 17. "Dlcssed." Happy.
V. 18. "Thou art Peter; upon this

rock." To appreciate the nlco play of
words, we must recollect thnt Peter
means rock. Jesus hnd added Peter
to hh provlous namo Simon, giving In
tho namo a divine prophecy that the
fickle, vacillating man would, In time,
bo transformed Into a rock-llk- o char-
acter. In this great conresslon, wo bee
this now character manirestod. "Upon
this rock I will build my church."
Faith In Jesus as tho visible oxpros-Bl2- P

ot.S9&'5 character, Is the rock
upon which" Christ builds his church
In various places In Scripture, ns here,
tho church Is spoken or as a building
or which Christ Is "the chief corner
stono,"thonpostlos and prophets "foun-
dation stones."

V. 19. "Keys of tho kingdom." Tnls,
ns part of tha commission, relates not
to Peter alone, hut to the company of
npostles. Jesus thus gave them au-
thority to teach the truths of his king-
dom.

V. 20. "They should tell no man."
It would be better that all should learn
to know nnd valuo Jesus for his real
worth, until nt length, llko tho apos-
tles, thoy came to know for thomselve
that ho waa tho Christ.

V. 21. "From that time forth."
Jesus had given oarly hlnta of his

.but from this tlmo ho began
to toll plainly that tho way to his
klnr""nn was tho way or love or com-
plete seir-glvln- g. i'

V. 23. "Get theo behind me, Satan."
Jesus finds Peter being used by the
prlnco or evil, that old enomv who nmi
presented tho same temptation to him
in trie wilderness, when he offered to
give him tho kingdom without tho
cross, if ho would fall down nnd wor
ship him.

V. 21. "If nny . . . will como after
me." Bo llko mo. "Lot him iinnv him.
self." Forget hlmsoir In living for Uod
nnd reiiow-me- n. "And tnko up his
cross." no ready In this lovlnc snirit
to suffer nnd die for others, as I havo
chosen to do.

V. 25. "Whosoever will." Whoever
determines to mako this his first
aim. "Save his life." Secure ease nnd
pleasure during the present life. "Shall
lose It." Shall lose his higher sphltual
llfo; loso the blessedness of self-givin-

seir-glvln- g Is living.
V. 20. "Rain the whole world." Ob-

tain all the 8nt!sractlon that can pos-
sibly How from the possession of
wealth and worldly distinction.

V. 27. "For." This great balancing
or accounts Is not a mere figure of
speech, but will actually occur.

V. 28. "Some ... not taste death,
till they "") . . . kingdom." Tho rui- -

Ailment Of this has bv anmn linon on.
plied to the scene of Transfiguration;
which three of Jtsus' hearors wit-
nessed within a week. ,

V. 14. Christ Is as sadly mlsunder-- i

stood y as when ho walked on'
tne earth. 1 Tim. 4:1.

Practical Points.
V. 17. True views of Jesus Christ

are Implanted by God In tho human
heart 1 Cor. 12:3.

V. 18. Placing faith in Christ as the
Visible exprasslon of God's character
Is laying the foundation-ston- e of true
religion. 1 Cor. 3:11.

V. 24. Being a Chaistlnn Is Detng
at heart as Christ was. John 13:15.

V. 25. In love for
others Is the heart or Christianity.
Rom. 13:10.

V. 26. We cannot afford to lose thf
heart-lir- e for anything else. Luko 12;
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